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WHEN Buck Desmond rode into the town 
of Valley Flats, he realized, at once, that 
a ruckus had been in the making. Looking 
down the main street, the rambling cowhand 
saw smashed windows and with glass still lit- 
tering the board sidewalks. There were fresh 
bullet marks in the stucco sides of buildings, 
and the town was quiet! Too quiet . . . 

"Hmml" Buck mused, as he reined in his 
bay horse. "Looks like there's been a first-class 

riot in Valley Flats! Wonder how come " 

The lean, tanned cowboy's words choked off, 
as he saw what was happening in an alleyway 
down the street. Several gents were gathered 
in a menacing semi-circle around a levi-clad 
young rider. They were husky, heavily-armed 
hombres. with the tied-down guns and batwing 
chaps affected by men who did not make their 
living out on the range! Threateningly, they 
were dosing in on the youth! 

"Stand back," he cried, suddenly. "Come 
closer and I'll shoot! Hear me, Kego?" 

"Now. now, Tad!" soothed one of the men 
in an oily, hoarse voice, "We don't mean no — 

But, even as Rego spoke, his hand whipped 
down toward his gun! So speedy was his 
treacherous move that it did not seem that 
any other human could beat him to the trigger! 
But, while his Colt was still blurring up. an- 
other gun roared! It spoke from behind the 
group of men, lancing across Rego's wrist. 
Half -screaming in surprised pain, the big man 
dropped his gun. 

In a single motion, Rego and his comrades 
whirled! 

Before them, they saw Buck Desmond, his 
lean hand holding a still-smoking Colt, Its 
barrel moved in a slow arc, back and forth . . . 
"That was just one bullet," the rambling cow- 
hand said. "I've got five more in this old can- 
non, and it's got a filed-down hammer. Shoots 
fast! So clear out. all of you, 'cept that young 
feller there! Vamoose!" 

Grimly, silently, the gunmen backed away, 
like scared coyotes. Soon they were out of 



sight, in the alleys and back saloons of Valley 
Flats. Then Buck turned to the boy who waited 
at his side. 

"What was that ruckus all about?" he asked. 
"You were roasting on a mighty hot spit, son!" 
The boy flushed. 

"Too hot," he grinned. "But I reckon my 
dad can tell you more about this than I can. 
He's Elijah Summers, Mayor of Valley Flats, 
and I reckon he'd sure appreciate a chance to 
talk to you, stranger!" 

Ten minutes later, Buck and young Tad Sum- 
mers were in the law office of white-haired 
Elijah Summers. Gathered about them were 
several other men, all businessmen and ranchers 
from the Valley Flats vicinity. Their faces 
were troubled, and they were looking to Buck 
Desmond for help. 

"Desmond." the Mayor said, "we sure want 
to thank you for stepping in when those co- 
yotes were about to gun down my boy! Cliff 
Rego 3nd his gang are a salty bunch, all right !" 

"Reckon so," Buck replied. "But what's their 
game? How come they've been making 
trouble ?" 

"It's a long story, mister," Elijah Summers 
replied. "For years, we folks in Valley Flats 
have been feuding with the folks in Morgan 
City, about fifty miles away. Leastways, they've 
been feuding with us! The, situation came to 
a head recently, when folks in the state de- 
cided to run a big state fair. They've narrowed 
down the choice for the location of the fair 
to either Valley Flats or Morgan City! A com- 
mittee of wealthy ranchers is going to visit 
Valley Flats tomorrow, to decide whether this 
should be chosen as the spot for the annual 
fair!" 

Buck nodded. "I see." he said. "And you 
think that the Morgan City people are trying 
to make trouble " 

"Think!" Elijah Summers exclaimed. "I 
know.' They've hired a big bunch of drifters 
and no-goods, gunslicks all! They aim to keep 
stirring up trouble in town, so that it will ap- _ 
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pear that we have no law and order in Valley 
Flats, and the committee will decide not to 
hold the fair here! They've already wounded 
the sheriff, and I reckon they would have killed 
my boy today!" 
Buck clenched his fist. . 

"Then the problem," he mused, "is to get a 
loop on these critters and clear them out of 
town — pronto!" 

The faces around the rambling cowhand nod- 
ded as one. But they all reflected a single ques- 
tion. "How?" 

Buck stood up. "I've got an idea, Summers," 
he said. "As mayor, you can call a big town 
meeting. Do that tonight! I reckon you've got 
a big canvas tent you can hold it under. Make 
sure everyone knows about it, including Rego's 
- thugs!" 

"Including those slicks? But they 1 !! all come. 
They'll try to break it up!" 

"I know," grinned Buck. "And we'll be wait- 
ing for them!" 

That night, as dusk closed over Valley Flats, 
a huge canvas tent, souvenir of a traveling show 
that had once folded in town, was put up. at 
the edge of the main street. Buck Desmond 
supervised the erection of the tent, and, as 
the canvas rose, he whispered cautious instruc- 
tions to the men who were helping him. 

Finally, the tent was filled with waiting 
townspeople, sitting on rough-hewn benches. 
In one corner, at the far end. sat Cliff Rego 
and his thugs. Scowling and mean, they waited 
for an opportunity to break up the meeting 
and provoke a fight that would last through 
the night! If their plan worked, the visiting 
committee could not fail to see that Valley 
Flats was no place to hold a state fair! 

Now Mayor Elijah Summers rose to 'speak. 
"Friends," he said, "we're here tonight be- 
cause of this committee meeting tomorrow! 

We want to make sure that " 

"BOOOO!" "EEE-YIPPPEE!" "Shut up, 
yuh old goat!" 

A chorus of angry shouts and cat-calls sud- 
denly came from the comer of the tent where 
Eego's gang hulked. Summers tried to continue 
with his talk, but again the thugs interrupted 
him ! Buck Desmond tensed when he saw that 
they were starting to rise— that they were go- 



ing to break up the meeting. Quickly, he raised 
his hand in a signal. Several men were waiting . 
at the tent poles and guy wires. Their eyes 
were on him! 

"Now," Buck shouted, sweeping his arm 
down. "Now! Drop the tent!" 

His aides quickly pulled loose the supports 
of the tent, in the section where the Rego gang 
had been sitting. As the guy wires and poles 
collapsed, the heavy canvas slumped down like 
an enveloping cloud! Within a few moments, 
it had imprisoned the hoodlums under its 
weighty folds! And only the gunmen were 
trapped, for the tent had been cleverly rigged 
to fall on them alone! 

As Rego and his men struggled desperately 
to free themselves from the canvas that pinned 
them_ to the ground. Buck quickly stepped to 
their side, his gun drawn. "Rego! Rego, listen!" 
he shouted, "We've got our guns trained on 
you! You can't get out! You can't see to shoot 
at us, but we can finish you off ... if v.<e 
want to!" 

There was silence for a moment. Then, from 
under the canvas— "All right, Desmond! You've 
got us. So what?" 

"So this," Buck ordered. "Slide your guns 
out to us, under the edge of canvas. When 
they're all out, we'll lift the canvas flap and 
let you come out, one at a time. Now! Start 
passing out your guns!" 

A N HOUR later, the townspeople of Valley 
Flats stood by, grinning, as the barred 
door of a cattle car was nailed securely into 
place. Within the railroad car, they could see 
the angry faces of the- toughs who had been 
terrorizing their town! Disarmed and helpless, 
they were being sent on a ride! 

"Where do you think we ought to send them. 
Buck?" asked Elijah Summers. "Back to Mor- 
gan City?" 

"Reckon not!" Buck Desmond replied. 
"They'd get guns and be back here pronto. 
We'd best send them to the U. S. Marshal at 
San Bexar. He'll figure out the best thing to 
do with them. And now let's start cleaning up 
the town again! That state fair committee'll 
be coming in tomorrow, and we'll want things 
to look just right for them!" 

THE END 
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